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vent! I will have nothing to do with a convent!" The good
Princess had not lost her judgment. She knew that, by her
compact of marriage, she had to choose, on becoming a widow,
between a convent and the chateau of Montargis. She liked
neither alternative; but she had greater fear of the convent
than of Montargis; and perhaps thought it would be easier to
escape from the latter than the former. She knew she had
much to fear from the King, although she did not yet know all,
and although he had been properly polite to her, considering
the occasion.

Next morning, Friday, M. de Chartres came to the King, who
was still in bed, and who spoke to him in a very friendly
manner. He said that the Due must for the future regard him
as his father; that he would take care of his position and his
interests; that he had forgotten all the little causes of anger
he had had against him; that he hoped the Due would also
forget them; that he begged that the advances of friendship he
made him might serve to attach him to him, and make their
two hearts belong to one another again. It may easily be
conceived how well M. de Chartres answered all this.